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Cardinal, who had got the Sacraments in hand, should insist; and endless ministerial intrigue being busy,—moribund Louis had, when it came to the Sacramental point, been obliged to dismiss his Chatcauronx. Poor Chfiteauroux; an unfortunate-female ; yet, one almost thinks, the best man among them : dismissed at Met/ here, and like to be mobbed! That was the one issue of King Louis's death-sickness. Sublime sickness; during which all Paris wept aloud, in terror and sorrow, like a child that lias lost its mother and sees a mastiff coining; wept sublimely, and did the Prayers of Forty-Hours ; and called King Louis Lc Bien-aim6 (The Well-beloved):— merely some obstruction in the royal bowels, it turned out; —-a good cathartic, and the Prayers of Forty-Hours, quite reinstated matters. Nay, reinstated even Chtiteauroux, some time after,—' the Devil being well again,' and, as the Proverb .says, quitting his monastic view. Reinstated Chftteauroux: but this time, poor creature, she continued only about a day : —' Sudden fever, from excitement,11 said the Doctors : ' Fever ? Poi.son, you mean !' whispered others, and looked for changes in the Ministry, linough, oh enough !—
Old Marshal Wade did not awaken, though bawlcd-to by his Ligoniers and others, and much shaken about, poor old gentleman. ' No artillery to speak of,' murmured he ; ' want baggage-wagons, too !' and lay still. ' Here is artillery !' answered the Official people; 'With my own money I will buy you baggage-wagons!' answered the high Maria Anna, in her own name and her Prince KaiTs, who are Joint-Goveniors there. Possibly he would have awakened, had they given him time. But time, in War especially, is the thing that is never given. Once Friedrich had struck-in, the moment was gone by. Poor old Wade! Of him also, enough.